OLD LOVE STORIES RETOLD

plucked up courage to reveal to her husband, with a
shrinking reluctance which witnesses the sensitive
sacredness with which she regarded her love for him,
certain sonnets which during the months of their
courtship she had written in secret, hardly meaning
that even his eyes should ever see them. Mr. Gosse
has told the pretty story so well from Browning's
own account, that I shall quote his words:
"Their custom was, Mr. Browning said, to write
alone, and not to show each other what they had
written. This was a rule which he sometimes broke
through, but she never. He had the habit of work-
ing in a downstairs room, where their meals were
spread, while Mrs. Browning studied in a room
on the floor above. One day, early in 1847, their
breakfast being over, Mrs. Browning went upstairs,
while her husband stood at a window watching the
street till the table should be cleared. He was
presently aware of some one behind him, although
the servant was gone. It was Mrs. Browning, who
held him by the shoulder to prevent his turning to
look at her, and at the same time pushed a packet of
papers into the pocket of his coat. She told him
to read that, and to tear it up if he did not like it;
and then she fled again to her own room."

Need one say that the " packet of papers " was
the " Sonnets from the Portuguese " ? One can
imagine Browning's double joy as lover and poet in so
divine a gift. Such indeed are the gifts of the gods
one to the other. In later years Browning was to
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